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The fall of any nation is pathetic for a sensitive man
to watch and I felt sad at seeing the Germans laid so
low. Defeat in man, however deserving, is a pitiful sight.
Yet it was difficult to feel sorry for the Germans, for I
had seen another sight in Germany which killed all pitv
for the Germans in me. This sight was that of the Nazi
concentration camp at Belsen. I entered it soon after the
British Second Army freed the place. Here, behind
barbed wire in an area of one square mile, were the
victims of the Nazi terror. The ten thousand survivors
lay huddled like swine. In many of them life was grad-
ually ebbing away. In one corner of the camp I saw two
large piles of dead men and women, lying naked before
me. There were penknife gashes on these bodies, and
one could see where the heart and the kidneys had been
removed, for here at Belsen man had so degraded him-
self that in desperation he had resorted to eating man,
Belsen was the Nazi way of punishment for the Jews,
the "inferior race,"
Therefore, when defeat came to this superrace of
blond Aryans there was little sympathy one could feel
for them. Finally in the early hours of the morning of
May 7th, 1945, at the little town of Rheims in France,
in an unassuming red-brick building, this superrace
unconditionally surrendered. Inside this red-brick
building, once a school of technology but at that time
General Eisenhower's headquarters, the war in Europe
ended. The Nazi terror, which had spread like a storm
over Europe, uprooting mighty trees, which were once
great people and great countries, had ended. The mills
of God had ground slowly but they had ground exceed-
ingly fine. They had reduced to pulp the race superior-
ity of Adolf Hitler, squeezing every ounce of that way
of thinking out of those killers with thin, sadistic lips